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Enter %iclard Duke of Gloucester, ,folus. 

OW is the winter ofdifcontent, 

Made glorious fommer by this Sonne ofTorke: 
And allthe cloudes that lowr’dvpon our houfe. 
In the dcepe bofomeof the Ocean buried. 

Now are ourbrowes bound with vidorious wreathes, 

Our bruifed armes hung vp for monuments. 

Our fterne alarums chang’d to mcrric meetings, 
Ourdre'adfull marches to delight full pleafures. 
Grim-vifagde war, hath fmoothd his wrinckled front, 

And now in dead of mounting barbed fteedes, 

T o fright the foules of fearefull aduerfaries, 

He capers nimbly in a Ladies chamber, 

T o the lafeiuious pleating of a loue. 

But 1 that am not fliarpe offportiue trickes. 

Nor made to court an amorous looking Glalfe; 

I that am rudely ftampt, and want loue-s Maieftic, 

To ftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph; 

I that am curtaild of this faire proportion. 

Cheated offeature by dilTembling Nature, 

Deform’d, vnfiniflit,fcnt before my time 
Into this breathingworldhalfemadevp, 

And that fo lamely and vnfafliionable. 

That dogs barkeat me as Ihalt by them; 

Why I in this weake piping time of peace 
Hauc no delight to patle away the time, 

Vnlelfe tofpie my fhadow in the Sunne, 

And defcant on mineowne deformitie; 

And therefore fince 1 cannot proue a louer, 

T o entertaine thefe faire well fpoken daies, 

I am determined to proue a villaine. 

And hate the idle pleafures of thefe daies; 

Plots haue I laid, inductions dangerous, 

At By 
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